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THE BANK 

v ROBBERY 


C*MON, MEN. 1 ' 
DON* T LET THET 
ORNERY LAWMAN 
“T GET AWAY J > 


THERE’S THE SlDEWINDINO 
OUTLAW.' (SET HIM, 

r BOYS 


BaNG/V^ 


jsjawma n or outlaw? bill eoro , the 
■'straight- shooting, two-fisted rider 
of the plains, is called both-- and 
both sides pursue him as a dangerous 
enemy / It is only by guicK thinKinO, . 
tricK riding and fast shooting that 
Bill Bqyd overcomes sure death and 
comes out victorious on the side of 
Law and order/ 
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MAKE OUT you DON’T RECOGNIZE ME.' 
WAIT A FEW MINUTES AND THEN COME 
UP TO ROOM 413 


•nb pat in sawtooth junction 


WELL, IF IT ISN’T MV OLP FRIEND, MARSHAL ELLIS 
ftpil .it I JUST GOT INTO THIS TOWN / 1 DIPN’T 
■ EXPECT TO SEE ANYONE r~— — "1 

HJBba I rnow- rrxwr r £ r ^' 


all right/ 


THE CHIEF MARSHAL SENT ME ) 
HYAR TO CAPTURE THE KING 
f GANG.’ I NEED AN UNPERCOVER 
AGENT WHO CAN GET IN THE 
' s -. . — GOOP GRACES 
\( MK&ry OF THE GANG, 

J live with them 
■/* n and get 
/.s> enough evi- 
J S. < PENCE to con- 
VICT them fer 

X\\ Nfc > ALL THEIR 

CRIMES.' TT-L<~<v 


MARSHAL.' DO ) 
YOU MIND / 
TELLING ME 
WHAT ALL THIS 
MYSTERV IS J 
ABOUT ? - rX' 


SHORE , BILL WHEN ) 
I SAW YOU SETTING 
i THERE ON THE PORCH, 
) I REALIZED YO’RE < 
JUST THE MAN I*M ) 

. LOOKING FER.' 


COME ON IN, BILL 
C?UICKLY, BEFORE 
ANYONE SEES rjj 
■^~ rt YOU • , — I 



WE’LL HAVE TO MAINTAIN THE 
UTMOST SECRECY IN FACT NO 
ONE IN TOWN, NOT EVEN THE ^ 
LOCAL SHERIFF, WILL KNOW J 
THET YO’RE WORKING 
>. WITH ME / ■ — y 


ALL RIGHT/ NOW 
HOW DO I 
FIND THE KING 
GANG ? / 


I WOULD PO THE DANGEROUS UNDER- J DANGER 15 MV 
COVER WORK MYSELF, BUT KING IS J DEPARTMENT/ 
VERY CRAFTY AND KNOWS MOST A T ACCEPT V 

OF THE MARSHALS/ IT’S A . • 

DANGEROUS MISSION, FER ) f 
IF THEY DISCOVER --- . I N-’" 
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DON’T TRY TO HELP ME OR SAVE 
THE GOLD.' YOU JEST 
FOLLOW THE GANG 
TO THEIR HIDE-OUT 
AND FROM THERE, 

YO’RE ON YORE > 

1 OWN .' 


'he NEXT pay. 


I UNPERSTAHP. 

I'LL BE ^ 
S. REAP Y.' /I 


HERE COMES MARSHAL -L. 
ELLIS ON THE WAGON/ 
THIS IS THE BE5T 5 POT OH 
THE ROAD TO HOLP IT UP, 
— i BUT I PON’T SEE ANY 
\ Vj DRYGULGHER5 .' ' 


WAL, IT*5 THE MARSHAL HIM5ELF. 

WE’LL RELIEVE YOU OF THET 
?=l GOLD YO’RE CARRYING, F" 
1 MARSHAL.' 


THERE THEY COME. 1 
THAT MUST BE THE 
ft KING GANG / r-; 


HYAR’S HOW WE’LL SMOKE OUT 
THE GANG.' I»LL MAKE IT KNOWN 
THET I’M GOING TO DRIVE A 
WAGON WITH A LOAD OF GOLD 
THROUGH THE HILLS TOMORROW. 
I’M SHORE THE KING GANG 
WILL ATTACK 
AND TAKE 
THE GOLD. 
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eev aiiJ 

G/T GOING, 
HORSES ! 


HE’S GOT MIGHTY 
FAST HORSES ON 
t THET WAGON } f 


UT SUDDENLY. 


LET HIM GO.' 2. 
WE’VE GOT THE 
GOLD 1 TMET’S ALL 
THET REALLY ^ 
71 MATTERS.' v*- 


WHUT 


HE’S 
GETTING 
AWAY .' 


THEY MUST BE HEAPING FOR THEIR 
HIPE-OUT-' I’LL STAY A5 FAR BACK AS 

— ,, mm . •mm l can.' if they catch 
u * lE' y me tailing them, < 

f MY CAREER AS AN 
W&[ V UNDERCOVER AGENT / 

*¥ A\js finished s-< 


/wherever 

THEIR HIDE-OUT 
, IS, IT MUST BE 
WELL HIDDEN.' X 
WE’VE BEEN )\ 
TRAVELLING 
FOR QUITE A F* 
SPELL NOW.'/, 


WHEW.' THAT WAS CLOSE 
NOW 1 RECKON JT s S r 
UP TO ME.' 


AT LAST.' THAT CABIN 
MUST BE IT.' 


THEY’RE ALL INSIDE NOW.' J 
1 RECKON I’D BETTER TAKE 
A LOOK AT THE PLACE FIRST 
BEFORE TAKING ANY ^ 

ACTION.' 
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THEY’RE DIVIDING UP THE GOLD.' 
THIS IS AS GOOPA TIME AS ANY 
FOR ME TO MARE MY MOYE.' j 


I*M TAKING A LONG SHOT, BUT I 3 
OPINE A BOIP ACTION IS MY BEST 
COURSE.' HERE’S WHERE BILL jc— 
BOYP TURNS OUTLAW.' 


GRAB SKY, YOU HOMBRE5, 
THIS IS A HOLDUP/ - 


,UT BEFORE THE OUTLAWS CAN SHOOT. 


GUN HIM DOWN.' WE’RE 
!■ FIVE TO ONE .' r~r. 


HUH.' MY) OW, MY 
. GUN iJ HAND//5 


, "VT 7 1 DON’T RIDE WITH 

THAT’S ANYONE • I PLAY <" 

MIGHTY FINE) A LONE HAND/ J 
SHOOTING, 

STRANGER.' 

WHUT GANG ARE / I IJ VH 1 

YOU RIDING >/ A' I l 

WITH ? y— ^ AJ 


1 SAW THE ROBBERY ) YO*RE A RIGHT 
AND I RECKONED < GOOD GUN - 
IT WOULD BE JUST ) SLINGER WE 
AS EASY TO ROB 7 COULD USE YOU 
THE ROBBERS.' A IN THE GANG.' > 


IF YOU TAKE THE ^ IT WORKED.' 
GOLD NOW, SHORE 4 HE’S ASKING 
YOU’LL HAVE SOME ) ME TO JOIN 
MONEY.' BUT IF YOU < THE GANG.' 

I TEAM UP WITH US, » — A 

YOU’LL BE RICH/ C5S 
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I OPINE YOU’RE RIGHT, 
FROM NOW ON I’M A 
MEMBER OF YOUR ■*-" 
GANG TlTTl 


<50001 YOU’LL COME IN 
MIGHTY HANDY ON THE 
JOB WE’RE GONNA DO 
TOMORROW NIGHT.' . 


'HE NEXT NIGHT. 


THESE HOMBRES 
- DON’T WASTE 
Ok ANY TIME .' jr 


ALL RIGHT NOW, WE’RE 
HEAPING INTO TOWN TO ROB 
THE SAWTOOTH VALLEY BANK. 
YOU ALL KNOW WHUT YO’RE 
SUPPOSED TO OO .' ^ 


QUIET NOW, 
THE TOWN’S 
r ASLEEP.' - 


i’ve got to figure some 1 

WAY TO WARN MARSHAL ELLIS. 

HE WON’T EXPECT THE GANG 
. TO STRIKE SO SOON AFTER . 
r THE GO LD HOLDUP. 1 


f I HAVEN’T FIGURED A 
WAY YET TO GET WORD 
• TO THE MARSHAL.' I * 
; RECKON I’LL HAVE TO 
GO ALONG WITH THE Jz 
GANG ON THIS BANK X 
JOB AND WAIT FORJ^ 
c ANOTHER 
. OPPORTUNITY.' O 


[ I’LL BE 
* RIGHT 
GLAD TO 
JOIN THE 
. SURPRISE 
PARTY.' 


THEY’RE TOO MUCH PER ME.' I’M 
GONNA GET THE SHERIFF .' 


fur THE BANK WATCHMAN 
15 NOT ASLEEP 


GOOD WORK, BRIGGS.' 
I’LL GET SOME MEN -< 
AND WE’LL CATCH THOSE 
ORNERY BANK ROBBERS 
RED-HANDED. 1 YOU COME 
ALONG TOO, MARSHAL .k 


THOSE RIDERS LOOK 
LIKE TROUBLE.'. 
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1 GOT THE *— 
J MARSHAL, KING. 1 
r YOU TAKE THE 
DOUBLE CROSSING 
. SPY ' — ^ 


I TRIED TO TIP YOU 
OFF ABOUT THIS 

ROBBERY, MARSHAL, ./ WINDING COYOTE 
BUT I COULDN’T IS NO OUTLAW 
GET AWAY.' HE’S A LAWMAN. 

, LET’5 GET 
.THEM BOTH' 


I’LL PUT A BULLET BETWEEN 
HIS EYES.' HE’LL NOT DOUBLE 
CR05S US AGAIN.' < 


ELLIS 

HE’S DEAD 


JS THIS THE END OF THE TRAIL FOR 
BILL BOYD? WILL ANYTHING STOP 
THAT BULLET? READ CHAPTER II 
OF UNDERCOVER AGENT / 
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» IT'S TOO LATE TO MIND ) 
WHAT I SAID MOWi SLIDE ^ 
THAT POLE UNDER THE PLANK 
~r SO I DON'T fall! . — 


WHAT’P YUH 
SAY, MR. 
BLOvyz-Eis* 


HEY, WINDY, WATCH 
THAT POLE.' j-'' 


r SHORE WILL/ 
PAN CHER BLOWZERi 


GIVE ME THE ROLE, 
WINDY.' IT'LL MAKE 
IT EASIER FER 'rUH 
TO SUPPORT THE. 
f BOSS.' r ■< 


OUCH 1 . INSTEAD OF THE 
POLE , ITS RESTING ON 
MUH HEAP! r-^ 


THATS 


THAT'S EVEN N 
SAFER FER 
ME. 1 YORE HEAD 
IS A NICE FLAT 
SURFACE] a 


AND “THE JOS 
ROUND UP" 


J SO YUH WANT y 
A TOB ON MUH 

ranch, windy.' ill ) 

TALK TO YUH ABOUT 
THAT AS SOON AS I GET 
DOWN . IN THE MEANWHILE 
HAND ME THAT FLAG- 
POLE SO I CAN PUT T 
IT UP WHILE TM t*r 
—? HYAR] " 
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(GULP. 1 ) I WOPS ^ 
ME WON'T BE SORE 
AT ME/ — ^ 


MO, wo' X MEANJT 
HA WO IT TO ME, 
WOT CARRV IT/ 
OVER! 


WVAR IT 


'GET YORE \ 

GUM READY, 

wiwpy j x'm 
GOlWG TO 
SMOOT IT OUT 
WITH VUWjy 


THE WORD'S 
WOT "SORE’.' , 

its *AN6^ 


WELL, X'M 
BOTH SORE 
AW0 ANGRY. 


/ BUT > 
X DON'T 
WAWT 
.TO FIGHT] 


WHEW I GET \ 

THROUGH IWSULTJWG 
VUH , YUH'LL HAVE TO 
FJGHT TO SAVE YORE 
HONOR' ■" 


I TH/NK YORE A WO- GOOD 
YELLOW PIRAIRIE RAT.' WOW 
WHAT ARE yuH GOfWG TO PO 
— r ABOUT THAT? ^ 


• MOBODy 
ASKER YUH 
YUH STAY 
OUT OF 

this./ a 


HE SAIP YUH WERE 
A NO-GOOD YELLOW 
_ PRAIRIE (RAT/ 


X PIPWT 
HEAR YUH' 
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I GIVE UP! VO' RE 
TOO PUMB TO WASTE 
7 A BULLET ON! 


r- MOW HOW v 
A BOUT THAT JOB 
I WAS ASKING 
L VUH PER? . 


SURE; JUST BECAUSE 
I'M NOT GOOD AT . 
SHOOTING OFF A 
GUM POESN'T ME AM 
I’M MOT A GOOD ^ 
WORKER.' 


PO VUH ME AM 
"TO SAV VUH 
STILL HAVE THE 
NERVE TO ASK 
ME FER. A JOB 
AFTER ALL THAT 
HAPPENED? ^ 


HOLP OH. WIWPYj 
ACE VUH TRYING 
TO SAV THAT 
YO’RE A BETTER 
Ranch hand S 

THAN! I AM ~ ) 


I'M NOT 
TRViKJG TO 
SAV IT.' I 
SAID ITJ y 


THE ONLY 
THING VO' RE 
300P AT IS 
SHOOTING 
OFF YORE 
MOUTH J j 


r JEST <3/VE 
A CHANCE AWP I'LL ^ 
PROVE I'M THE BEST 
RANCH WANP VUH ^ 
EVER HAP.' <»r-r?9y 


WE'LL ST 
BACK TO P 
AND WHEK 
COUNTS 1 
WE'LL TL 
ANC? PRA 


VUH FIGHT ) 
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FER YORE INFORMATION, WINJPV, X'M THE 
HARDEST WORKING RANCH HAND INJ THE 
WHOLE WEST.' X GET UP AT F1V/E IN THE 
MORUIUC3 TO FEED THE COWS' ATSIY 
T FEED THE WORSES; AT SEVEN THE 
REST OP THE COWBOYS AMP BLOWZER 
GET UP AMP I FEED THE PlGS.' .> 


■ DID VUH HEAR THAT 
BLOWZER? HE CALLED 
_ YUH A PIG / 


BUT I DIDN'T ^ 
ME AM THAT. BOS Si 
X MEAWT TO 5AV 
BY THE TIME YUH , 
GOT UP X WAS 
ALREADY FEED- y 
IMG THE < 

, PG5' J 


DON'T 1 
BELIEVE 
HIM i HE 
KMEW 
WHAT 
HE WAS 
SAVING ! 


'THEN TELL \ 
ME, WOULD YUH 
TAKE BLOWZER 
FER A PIG? y 


VO VUH ALWAYS 
KNOW WHAT ' 
VO' RE SAYING? 


MEAN 


NOW WE CAM LOOK 


RELAY . 

FER A UOB TOGETHER I 
YUH KNOW THEY SAY 
MISERY loves 
r company] 

Snjtf' AND YLJH TWO 
wjM ARE CERTAINLY 

E^L a miserable | 

PAIR) J 


YUH FOOL! 
YUH MOTOMLY 
DIDN'T GET 4 
THE JOB »BUT 
YUH MADE ME 
LOSE MINE, ^ 
IT TOO.' 


4 NEVER MIND WHAT YUH MEANT.' I 
HEARD WHAT YUH SAID. 1 IF BOTH OF 
YUH AREN'T OFF THIS RANCH IN -r- 
ONE MINUTE I'LL FILL YUH BOTH ) 
FULL OF LEAD' jg- y “S? 
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KEEP FIRING, BOVS.' WE’LL SHOW 
THEM HOW WE TREAT OUTLAWS . 

^ — IN SAWTOOTH 

VALLEV. 1 J 


we’ll let them get away 

FER NOW.' LET’S GO BtCH > 
A NO TAKE A LOOK AT mrTfT 
TWET OUTLAW I 
KNOCKED OUT.'J^™? 


' TOO BAP WE DON’T 
HAVE OUR HOSSES 
HANDY/ THEY’RE if 
GETTING AWAY / M 


MAKE FER THE 
HIDE-OUT AND 
TRAVEL FAST/ 


CLEVER SIDEWINDER, AREN’T YUH? 
YOU KNOW ELLIS IS DEAD AND HE 
' — | — jwr P 'MWliBil HWT CAN’T DENY 

1 J^yore story/ 

flHjkvf \ ^tT ,f you WE,?E 

1 V V V /i)l WORKING FER 
\ „ 'J \ HIM, THE 
vTT-\:':^VS>r v> ( MARSHAL 

V : V WOULD HAVE 

^-yTOLD ME/ 


f HE NEXT DAY, IN THE SAWTOOTH 
VALLEY JAIL * ir — i 


BUT I TELL YOU, SHERIFF, I 
WAS WORKING FOR ELLIS. 1 


— I DON’T WANT TO HEAR ANY * 
MORE FROM YOU, YOUNG FELLER, 
I’M HOLDING YOU FER BANK ^ 
ROBBERY AND THE MURDER ML 
OF MARSHAL ELLIS/ I.IIWW 
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WE WON’T GIVE HIM A CHANCE TO 
TALK WE’VE GOT TO GET HIM 

PROM the SHERIFF . " 


flgFHAT NIGHT... / BECAUSE I 

S, WANT TO GIVE 

WHY PON’T WE ) HIM A GOING 
JEST RIPE UP TO ""'N OVER FIRST 
HIS CELL ANP SHOOT) ANP FINP OUT 
HIM THROUGH THE /lF THE LAW HAS 
«v WINPOW? , — ^'ANY OTHER < 
- r-^V UNDERCOVER MEN \ 
^ AFTER US AND ^ 

■1 Jj* VI they 


BUT AS SOON AS THE ) I RECKON 1 
SHERIFF FINPS OUT < THET WILL 
HE’S AN UNPERCOVER ) BE BAP 
LAWMAN, HE’LL LET J FER US.' HE 
HIM OUT.' KNOW5 TOO 

MUCH ABOUT 
MeaaaL JjjjgPg-fflSK. THE GANG. 1 


AWAV 
ANP KILL HIM 


GOOP.' NOW WE’LL GO TO WORK 
-T ON THE JAIL 


ALF, YOU ANP FREP RIPE UP 
TO THE OTHER ENP OF TOWN 
ANP SHOOT UP THE PLACE.' . 
THET WILL PRAW THE 
SHERIFF’S ATTENTION 
, THERE ' p^jRCjT' 


HYAR IT IS.' HE’5 
IN THIS ONE.' „ 


KING.' WHAT) WE CAME TO GET YOU 
ARE YOU J OUT, LAWMAN .' WE < 
POING IjT FJGGEREP YOU NEEP I 
HERE ? SOME FRESH AIR.' 


TIE THOSE ROPES TIGHT.' WE 
HAVEN’T ANY TIME TO WASTE. 
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VUM’LL COME WITH US, 
OUIET LIKE* OR YUH’LL 
EAT LEAP RIGHT 
>P- HVAR .' _ 


X GUESS VOU*VE 
GOT THE PROP ON 
ME.' I*LL GO.' y. 


GIT OFP TORE HORSE ANP 
GIT INTO THE SHACK WE’RE 
GONNA MAKE A LITTLE . 
j-j CONVERSATION rzadm 
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HOIAJDV, TOM.' 
HO 1*1 ARE. THINGS 
IN SCHOOL? 


KKt I I Y 

HAM MER.H EAO. 




10* WATCH YOUR FAVORITC MEWSSTAHD/// IO$ 


COMIMG COMIC 


CROWUlfJG A NlE W KING- 
OF -WE GOLDEN WEST- 


ABVttTIttMfMT 



SO EASY 70 GET! 

Yippee'. It’* a honey — shiny airplane alu- 
minum that won't tarnish-designed like a 
real hand-tooled Western Saddle! Send for 
it today and you’ll be the envy of your 
icighborhood! 

I om inclosing 25< Ond the front cover of 
Smith Bros. bo*, ony flavor, for which pleas* I 
sand ml a Western Saddle Ring. 


con* jioie _ 

offer expires at midnight, June 30, 1951. | 
mith Brothers, P. O. Box 11 SB, Providence, It. 


*'4 


c *»r Li 


SADOlt 

4t *»ngs 


BQYSfGtfitS! 

HURRY/ GET THIS BIG 
BEAUTIFUL REAL SCALE MODEL! 


fits 




,40** 



/A\Y OLD COMPANY u 
WAS THE BEST OUTFIT 
IN THE WHOLE ARMY. 


r G'WAN , HANSON, I 
YO'RE LOCO.' 
MY COMPANY 

Vi was the best/I 


DON'T MAKE ME LAUGH, 1 — 
ARDMORE' YORE COMPANY. 
DIDN'T COMPARE 
■ — .WITH MINE ! 


V is ^ 

THAT SO?. 


TT SHORE IS/ MV COMPANY 
WAS SO WELL DRILLED THAT . 
WHEN WE PRESENTED ARMS \ 
ALL YUH COULD HEAR WAS ) 


/PRETTY fair BUT when 
’MY COMPANY PRESENTED 
ARMS YUH COULOHEAR 
^S LAP, S LAP, JI NGLE/ 1 

^ Z ~^~ y ~ 7 r ' Sngle? , 

* ' — A (WHAT DID THAT y 


yOH, JEST 1 n x" 

OUR MEDALS. OT CCULP) 


SLAP, S LAP, CLICK 
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ra&THE . FEAR PIT 


By Ray Cox 


J EFF TJOTJnAN knew that what he was 
about to do was wrong. Yet he must do it. 
There was no way out. Not in this sun tortured 
ljttle town of Sage Fork, where he and Sam 
Bates were the only law, and a man was , 
measured by one of two things — the speed 
of his draw, or the power in his fists. 

Sam was across the dusty little office now, 
dressed for the trail, reaching for the Win- 
chester hanging over the desk. Sam took the 
rifle down and wiped the barrel with an oily 
rag, jacked a cartridge into the chamber. He 
looked at Jeff, his old face as rugged as a 
map of his beloved Cochise County, all seamed 
and rutted by wind and sun. 

“I’ll be riding,” Sam said. “Reckon you'll 
be on your own, Jeff. Reckon I can trust you, 
too. Town’s in your hands, you know.” 

“You can,” said Jeff. “I’m a good deputy, 
Sam. You know that." He smiled fondly at the 
older man. “Get along and catch that stage 
robber you been hankering after for so long. 
I’ll take care of Sage Fork.” 

Still the old man did not go. “You been 
mighty quiet all morning, Jeff. Wouldn’t have 
any schemes up your sleeve, now? Like start- 
ing trouble with Bat Masters soon as I ride 
out of town?” -■ 

Jeff managed to keep his smile intact. The 
wise old galoot. How had he known — suspected 
that this was the chance he had been waiting 
for? The chance that Sam would never permit 
him to take. Sam. his friend, who didn’t want 
to see him hurt— or killed. 

“No,” Jeff said. “I don’t aim to start trouble 
with Bat.” It was not a lie. He was simply 
going to give Bat a chance to start the trouble. 
That was wrong, he said to himself as he stood 
in the door of the sheriff’s office and watched 
Sam Bates lead th$ posse out of town. He was 
a peace officer — he wasn’t supposed to go 
around looking for trouble, for fights wdth the 
town bully. But there was more to it than 
that — much more than Sam understood. Sam 
had never been afraid of a man in his life! 
Sam couldn’t know the gnawing sickness of 
fear — fear of one man. of the way he fought 
and what he might do to you. And if that man 
had licked you to a frazzle once, long ago 
when you were both kids, and boasted now. 
loudly and in public, that he could whip you 
again any time and any place — well, a man 
had to get over being scared. He had to fight. 



Or he had to run. give up his jod as deputy, 
get out of Sage Fork. 

"I ain’t going to run,” said Jeff aloud to the 
office. He walked to the desk, took off his gun 
and belt, and tossed it into a drawer. No guns 
in this fight. Bat Masters was too smart for 
guns, boasted he didn’t need them. He stayed 
carefully on the right side of the law — and 
killed men with his bare fists in fair fight. That 
was what he always claimed. Fair fight! Jeff 
wasn't so sure about that. 

Jeff walked down the scorching street. There 
were a few dogs lying somnolent in the scant 
shade cast by the false fronts of stores, a few 
drooping horses tethered to the rail outside 
the Silver Saddle Cafe. Dry alkali dust, scuffed 
up by his boots, rose in whirling eddies to 
cake and sting in his nostrils. Sweat beaded 
and rolled on his forehead, dribbled in little 
rivers through the dust, crawled down the 
back of his neck. The sweat of fear? Jeff 
didn't really know, but he was on his way to 
find out. For once and all he was going to 
find out. Was he a coward? Was he deathly 
afraid of Bat Masters? 

The general store, owned by the bully, was 
last on the street. It stbod a little away from 
the other houses and stores. As Jeff ap- 
proached it he saw a little knot of men, some 
standing, some hunkered down, whittling and 
talking, showing tobacco stained teeth. In the 
center of the group, on the ^toop,. sat Bat 
Masters. A massive man in blue jeans and a 
hickory shirt that was too small for the im- 
mensity of him. Jeff walked past the store. He 
was going to keep his word to Sam. He wasn’t 
going to start the trouble. 

A voice drawled behind him. “Forgit your 
pop guns. Deputy? Ain’t hardly safe to be 
strolling around this end of town without 
’em." 

Jeff stopped, turned to face the big man. 
“Hi. Bat. No, I didn't forget my guns. No 
need to wear guns when there’s no trouble." 

Bat Masters rose and spat toward Jeff’s feet. 
"Might be trouble, though. Appears to' me 
there’s almost bound to be trouble — you com- 
ing down and walking around my part of the 
town." 

Jeff stood vy'y still, feeling the quickening 
of his heart, knowing that thj; coldness along 
his spine was fear. Well, he had come here 
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today for one purpose, but still he would not 
force a fight. 

He made his voice cool, laconic. "You filed 
a claim on this end of town. Bat?** 

The big man spat again. "Where you’re con- 
cerned I have. I used to whip you, Jeff 
Noonan, and I can do it again. But you won’t 
fight me fair. You always walk around carry- 
ing them guns, and I’m no gun fighting man 

Jeff made a sweeping gesture down along 
his hips. “No guns today, Bat.” 

The man took a step and slashed his open 
hand across Jeff’s face. The shock made Jeff 
reel for a moment, and when he could see 
clearly there was Bat, smiling at him like 
a wolf that has spotted a crippled yearling. 

Bat showed his stained teeth. "You really 
want to fight, Jeff? You want to go in The 
Pit with me?” 

The Pit! Jeff felt his knees begin to quiver, 
try as he would to control them. That was the 
thing he’d been dreading, yet forcing him- 
self to face! The Pit! A tiny, windowless room 
at the back of the store, once used for storing 
feed. When the single door was closed and 
barred it was pitch dark. A man couldn’t see 
his own hand before him. And in The Pit. in 
the remorseless dark. Bat Masters had pounded 
the life out of at least two men, and had badly 
hurt a score of others. He had always won 
when he fought in The Pit. 

Now Bat misunderstood Jeff’s hesitation. 
"I thought you was yellow." he sneered. “You 
don’t want to fight me. Jeff. Your legs are 
shaking so hard now you'll have to crawl 
back to your badge and guns. So start crawl- 
ing. you coyote." 

Jeff lashed out. straight and hard. His fist 
caught Bat beside the nose, sending the man 
staggering as he bellowed in fury. 

Jeff smiled at him. "Sure. Bat Let’s go in 
The Pit. Any time you’re ready. Right now!" 

Men crowded around them One old fellow, 
looking at Jeff with pity in his eyes, whis- 
pered. “Don't do it. son. He’ll kill you for 
sure. Cut and run for it. Better be a coward 
than be dead.” 

Jeff pushed the man away and followed Bat 
Masters into the store The big man was roar- 
ing curses now. bellowing so hard that the 
timbers of the stbre shook. "I been waiting 
for this." he yelled. “A long time, I been wait- 
ing." 

Bat went behind the counter and picked up 
a fistful of matches, shoving them in his 
pocket. "Gonna need these," he explained. 
“Gonna need ’em to look at his beat-up car- 
cass in there, when I git finished with him. 
You boys git The Pit ready, pronto. And be 
sure you put the bar on the door, after we're 
in. Not gonna have him running when he gits 
scared." 

All preparations were made, and they stood 


before the. door of the tight, dark little room. 
Not much room to move in. thought Jeff. 
That’s the way he does it. Bullies his man 
into a corner and crushes him. I’ll have to be 
careful, keep moving, stay away from him 
until he’s tired. If I can. 

Suddenly Bat was in high good humor. He 
held out a massive hand to Jeff. "Shake be- 
fore we go in," he jeered. "A fair fight — and 
the best man wins.” He clapped Jeff on the 
back, his sweaty hand moving over the dep- 
uty’s shoulders. "And all here can bear witness 
that I killed you fair and square, Jeff. Ha— 
hah !’* 

They went into the room, barely twelve feet 
square. Bat took up his position in one corner, 
Jeff was across from him All the humor was 
gone from Bat now. His eyes gleamed redly 
as he squinted across at Jeff. “Right," he 
barked to the other men "Close the door and 
drop the bar And when you hear that bar 
drop, Jeff Noonan, watch out!" 

When the bar fell it was as though Jeff’s 
heart had bumped the floor. He stood there 
for a split second in the darkness, hearing the 
soft scuffle of feet coming toward him. Sweat 
spurting down his face, into his eyes, told 
him how afraid he was He twisted toward the 
door, felt a nail in the wall tear at his shirt. 
Caught ! He wrenched away, and heard the shirt 
rip. A moment later a great bulk smashed past 
him. thudding into the wall. Again and again 
the fists crashed into wood, before Jeff heard 
a surprised grunt. By that time he understood. 
He was looking at a shining white spot, almost 
like a flame, that danced and wavered in the 
gloom of the little room. Jeff knew, then, why 
Bat had always won. He knew, also, how this 
time he was going to win. He slipped off his 
torn shirt, let it drop to the floor, and waited 


T HAT night he explained to Sam Bates. 

The old man was still incredulous, 
couldn’t see how Jeff had managed to batter 
the bully. Bat Masters, into submission. "He 
never lost a fight in The Pit till now," Sam 
exclaimed. "How did you do it. Jeff?” 

"That nail in the wall," said Jeff. “It tore 
part of my shirt — the part Bat had rubbed 
when he slapped me on the back. Rubbed 
with phosphorus off those matches, all mixed 
in his sweaty hand. An old trick of his, I guess. 
Gave him a target in the dark — the others 
didn’t have my luck, and Bat could see the 
phosphorus shining on their backs. But when 
he couldn’t see my back he got scared, kept 
rushing around in a panic. I just waited till 
he got winded, then I went to work on him.” 
"Ain’t much you're scared of, I reckon,” 
said Sam. 

Jeff smiled inwardly. No use telling Sam 
how frightened he had been. 

THE END 
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mam 

TRUIT/j 


WHAT’S SO FUNNY? 


WHAT’5 THE MATTER; 
.0RAINY BUSTER? 


YUH SHORE ARE DUMB.'YUH MEAN 

GRAPE FRUIT , NOT GRIPE ^ 

FRUIT • 

>y ^ LnOI PON’T- 


-I MEAN GRIPE FRUlT- 
I ATE SOME SOUR r-— 
APPLES. 1 J 


THIS IS FE R THINKING I WU2 
SO DUMB.' NOW VUH’VE GOT 
SOMETHING TUH r — , 

^ 

about , rn f i. \2y^M 
too: y\ hi c y 
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-JL51 kJ U Part III 

BETWEEN TWO FIRES 


1 THEV ^ 
MISSED ME 
I TIMED IT 
. RIGHT.' ^ 


HOLD TORE ) IF I’M EVER 
FIRE, MEN ) GOING TO GET 
HE’S GOT^OUTOF HERE, IT’S 
„ US J NOW OR NEVER 

I’LL WHISTLE r 
PoR MIDNITE 


GUN ) LEMME GIT A SHOT > \ 

H!M ik AT HIM \ j GO ) 

teris' — r ahead and 

jJ# shoot. 1 you may 

W get ME » 0UT < 

■ W wt i.jAr- YOU’LL GET 
11 # Ijfti J7I*^ V °UR BOSS 

^v4 X't FIRST.' / 


NOW TO COMPLETE 
THE SWING.' 




1 -I'M 

mm N - i Jm 


v m 


y U/M 

g / ] 
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HERE’S YOUR BOSS.' YOU 
« CAM KEEP HIM.' ^ 


MAKE TRACKS, MIDNITE. 
. WE’RE GETTING OUT 
OF HERE.* r—S 


i’ve got an idea.' tomorrow 

I’M GOING IN TO WILL5TON ^ 
CORNERS TO SEE THE CHIEF 
MAR5HAL.' HE MIGHT BE r^.K 
ABLE T °. 

HELP ME.' 


NOBODY’S FOLLOWING ME.' 
I GUESS I’VE GIVEN THEM 
THE SLIP.' I’M FREE 
V?r\ AGAIN.' 


OH, BUT NOT FOR LONG.' THE OUTLAWS 
■ WILL SHOOT ME ON SIGHT AND THE r4 

SHERIFF 15 CHARGING ME WITH V I 

MURDER .< I’M IN TROUBLE NO J I 

MATTER y-r . . I 

WHICH WAY ) 
v I TURN >/ U / 


*HE NEXT DAY.... I 

7 . — ' WELL, THIS IS ) 

> WILLSTON CORNERS .' NOW TO 
FIND THE CHIEF MARSHAL’S OFFICE, 
1 THINK IT’S JUST OUTSIDE THE 
flr^r^OTHER END OF TOWN/jr-f 


HEV.' WHAT’S 
GOING ON? 


IT’5 HIM.' 
GRAB HIM 


GET HIM 
INSIDE ' 


HOLD ON TO 
HIM.' I HEAR 
HE’S TOUGH.' 


I’LL GET 
► SOME , 
. ROPE .'i 


WHAT- 


jrtiw*: 
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THET’S WHLiT IT’S ALL ABOUT, YOUNG FiLLCIVJ 

the sheriff of sawtooth junction << 

IS OFFERING FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS jflgSg 
FER YORE CARCASS.' 


WILL YOU TEuL ME WHAT ) SHORE, BUT FIRST WE’RE 
THIS IS ALL ABOUT ?/-r GONNA TIE YUH TO THET POLE 
tellB S V PER SAFEKEEPING.' r—rgtf' 


REWARD 
II 500 f 


FOR THt'- 
CAPTlMf OH 

BILL 

BOYD 


WE’RE GONNA GET [ 1»M INTERESTED ' 
THE SHERIFF FROM S.IN THE HIGHEST . 
SAWTOOTH JUNCTION.') BIDDER I’M < 
YOU WATCH HIM, GONNA GET THE 
LUKE, AND WE’LL ] KING GANG OVER 
SPLIT THE REWARD/ HYAR, PRONTO.' / 
WITH YUH.' \ KEEP YORE EYE 

is Von him fer me, 

i «Al LUKE, AND < 

■Opl I’LL SPLIT 

£ iSJ JgLy if .WITH YUH.' > 


AND WE ALSO HEARD THET THE KING, 
GANG IS WILLING TO PAY TW 
THOUSAND DOLLARS TO 
GET THEIR HANDS ON 1^^155?" 

wap — ■ n yUH ' - *|p±±i 


RECKON I COLLECT NO MATTER J|§ 
WHO GETS HYAR, SO YOU JEST 
STAY PUT AND DON’T CAUSE ME M 
ANY TROUBLE * 

i’ll never 

'12 away 

BEING HOGT1ED 
Sk > LIKE THI5 I’U. 
t I L f HAVE TO THINK 

fc.1 fV fi \ OF SOMETHIN®.' 


I’VE GOT IT.' THERE ’5 A 
TRICK THAT MAY GET ME 
» _ * LOOSE.' w 


MI5TER, I HAVEN’T EATEN SINCE ^ 
MORNING AND THERE’S NO TELLING 
HOW LONG IT WILL BE BEFORE THE 
OTHERS GET BACK.' COULD YOU > 
GET ME SOME FOOP ? v -pffo 


ALL RIGHT.' I’LL 
SEE IF THERE’S 
ANYTHING IN i 
THE KITCHEN jJ 


r rt'f/m ; ■■ ' 



fe/l 



f'X z 
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YO’RE A 
CLUMSY 
HOMBRE.' 
ALL RIGHT, 
I’LL ©ET IT.' 


I’M SORRY TO TROUBLE 
YOU, MISTER, BUT WOULP 
YOU ©ET THE PLATE ^ 
FOR ME? 


§Xoon..„. hyar’sthe' 

S* 1 ONLY FOOP ) 

1 COULP FlNP.' I’LL * 
LOOSEN UP VO R! ROPES^ 
SO YOU CAN SAT 


OH.' IT SLlPPeP OUT 
OF MY HANP.'vafi 


THANK 

YOU' 

I’M 

HUNGRY. 


IT WORKEP.' 
THANKS FOR 
YOUR ©UN, 
\ MISTER.' / 


COME ON, MOVE 
FASTER 


^ Y-YES, . 
* MISTER.' 
ONLY PON’T 
ST SHOOT.' r 


IT’S THE SHERIFF FROM SAWTOOTH JUNCTION.' 

fcn- r^ „ ^ THEY RECOGNIZE ME 

* / > •’ “it- MOVE, MIPNITE > jfo 


MAKE TRACKS, MIPNITE, 
WE’VE GOT TO GET TO 
THE CHIEF MARSHAL.' 




fi 

tiPwi 
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AT THI5 RATE I’LL NEVER GET TO g 
THE CHIEF MARSHAL’S OFFICE ALIVE.' ^ 
I’VE (SOT TO GET OUT OF THE SHERIFF’S 
SIGHT.' I MAKE TOO GOOD A TARGET 
^ RIGHT NOW.' 


BUT I GUESS THE ONLY WAY 1 CAN GET TO 
THE CHIEF MARSHAL SAFELY IS TO HAVE THE 
SHERIFF TAKE ME- AND I THINK I KNOW a 
HOW 1 CAN GET HIM TO DO IT.' 


KEEP GOING, MIPNITE 


FEW MOMENTS LATER 


I DON’T WANT THEM 
H TO SUSPECT a 
ANYTHING M 


THIS GUN IN Ji 
TOUR BACK "S 
MAY GO OFF J 
IF YOU PON’T 
PO WHAT I SAY, 
. SHERIFF.' w? 


/%ATER, IN THE OFFICE OF THE CHIEF 

** MARSHAL , 

' WHAT BILL BOYP 

HAS BEEN TELLING YOU IS TRUE 
BECAUSE OF THE DIFFICULTY WE’VE 
HAP WITH THE KING GANG, WE HAP 
TO KEEP THE UNPERCOVER AGENT’S 
IPENTITY A SECRET- EVEN FROM > 
YOU .'MARSHAL ELDS SENT 
ME A REPORT TELLING ME 
THAT BOYP WAS WORKING J L uBB ' 

■ ON THE CASE .» 


I RECKON I OWE YOU AN 
APOLOGY, BOYD, NOT ONLY FER ^ 
WHUT I PIP TO 'JOU, BUT BECAUSE 
.3 MESSEP UP THE CAPTURE OF 
S&WawjjB THE RING GANG.' — ^ 


MOVE YOUR MEN UP ) I RECKON K 
IN FRONT WHERE I / YOU GOT THE 
CAN KEEP AN EVE < PROP ON ME, 
ON ALL OF YOU.' J BOYP.' I’LL <■ 
THEN HEAP FOR PO WHUT > 

THE CHIEF MARSHAL’S L YOU SAY.' J 
OFFICE .' ■ — 7/ — ^ 
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WE CAN STILL CAPTURE THEM.' THET’RS 
COMING TO OET ME IN THE SALOON 
IN TOWN.' I’LL GO BACK THERE ANP 
ACT AS BAIT WHILE YOU ANP TOUR J 

men surrounp y~~ — y-. rr-rv . 

THE PLACE.' ip ' 


BUT IF KING MUST. BE STOPPEP.' 
THE GANG YjT’S A CHANCE I’lL HAVE 
DISCOVERS £~~\i — S"~ -j- y . TO TAKE 

the trap, u V^(§Nry -— -t 

IT’S ALM05T \ \ 7 ' 

SURE PEATH ) \ A 

for yoajyS \ 


SHORT TIME LATER 


i’ve put the gun in my shirt. 

NOW TO MAKE IT LOOK AS |F_ 

I’M STILL TIEP r»-» — agfl 

ANP Then Y v ■ £ 'M 

WAIT FOR The |> >»*- 

VARMINTS T O Sfl 

GET HERE L-M M 


I T THAT MOMENT. 


WE’RE 

SURROUNPEP. 


► YEP/ 
THAT’5 THE 
HOMBRE, 
ALL RIGHT/ 


“THERE’S THE 
JASPER YO’RE 
AFTER- ALL ◄ 
HOGTIEP ANP J 
WAITING FER / 

wu/^rnSr fl 


5TANP WHERE YOU ARE, KING. 
THIS IS AS FAR AS YOU GO ^ 


/r’s /> 

TRAP. 


3*2 




ATER.... 


THANKS TO YOU, BILL, 
Wff’VE GOT THE KING . 
GANG CORRALLEP ANP 
WE’RE TAKING IN THIS 
HOMBRE WHO TRIEP T C 
TURN YOU OVER TO 
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Now You Can Get BILL BOYD WESTERN Each Month, By Mail 

(Please print your name clearly in pencil) * 


FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
CREENWICH, CONN. 

YES, send me BILL BOYD WESTERN 

every month. 

I am enclosing $ in full payment. 
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Subscription Rates for U. S. and Possessions 
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, (CHECK ONE) 
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For other foreign countries, add 50 cents per year. 
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YOUR FRIENDS 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
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YES. send BILL BOYD WESTERN every 
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Address 
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□ 12 issues □ 24 issues □ 36 issues 
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City 

D 12 issues 
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□ 24 issues Q 36 issues 





I enclose $ for the above order*. 


y UH SEE, CLOTHES ALWAYS A 
GIVE ME A LOT OP <— 
CONFIDENCE' r—r^ M 
^ > YUH 

V ( SAiI? IT— 


— YUH CAN 60 TO LOTS OF 
PLACES WITH THEM WHAR 
YUH COULDN'T 60 

WITHOUT THEM J y f j 

/// ^ 


HEY, BUFF.' 
COME M YAR.' 
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I CAN SEE THAT/ 
BUT WHO PIP IT? 


HUH? JEEPER5, ) 

WHAT HAPPENEP < 

TO YUH, RANPY ? 1 WAS 

^ ^ V BEAT UP * 


COUSIN 


WHAT.' YORE COUSIN BEAT YUH J 

UP JEST BECAUSE YUH i 

PUT THE RAPIO ON ? J THAT’S 
-pr y — . RIGHT" 


2 PUT IT ON 
HIS HEAD • , 


YORE COUSIN BEAT 
YUH LIKE THAT , 
— i WHY? _ 


BECAUSE I 
PUT THE 
RAPIO ON/ 


BECAUSE YUH CAN’T J 
PO WHAT I rai.nr<l^ 
CAN PO / 

, - — f\OH YEAH 


LISTEN HYAR, SHERMAN, 
I CAN PO ANYTHIN© 
YUH CAN / 


' HUH? YUH 3 
FEEL SORRY 
FER ME/ 
L.C WHY? 


YUH KNOW, JESS, 
1 FEEL SORRY 
^ FER YUH/ 


I’LL SET YUH A KICK I 
CAN PO ANYTHIN© ^ 
- YUH CAN 


J’ 0*>V SEE THE BACK OF 
YORE NECK I BUT YUH y 
CAN*T J - ^ T|| ^ 


YUH WIN , 

OUCH J 


(GULP) 
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WAIT A MINUTE, KIPS- THAT ^ 
POOR LITTLE PUFFER GIVES ME 
~~ ' . ' I ..c-n AH I PEA.' JXO, 


look! she'? 
tryins to < 
TEACH HIM J. 
iTO BLOW - J | 


•* FLEER'S PUBBLE BUBBLE gum, 
MAKES THE BIGGEST BUBBLES^ 
\ON LAND OR SEA! r \\ ~~Z 


7 LET THAT BE r 
A LESSON TO S 
YOU, SMALL FRY! 


I ONLY ^ 

FLEER’S 


/ONLY X 

DU 8 BLE 

BUBBLE 


'MAKES \ 

DUBBLE ' 
.BUBBLE!. 


[CARRIES 

THESE 

funnies! 


FRANK H. FLEER CORP. 
PLUtAOBLPMIA 4||. PENNA. 



IF Y, BICKFORD, 


IM PlAVINC* 
A GAME/ j 


■ HUH? JEEPERS, 

look at bickford/ 


WHAT APF YUM 
l DOING UP THAI? 
1 IN FHF TRFL ^ 


I DON' I UNDERSTAND.' 


f ■ I'M RUNNING ~ 

a BRANCH OFFICE' 


f yo'pc V: 

PLAYING^ 
A GAAAE?J 


PLAYING THE 
PART OF A 
BIG BUSINESS 
EXECUT IVE/jrf 


IF YO’PE PLAYING FHf 
PART OF A BIG BUSINL: 
EXECUTIVE, WHY ART r— 
YUM SITTING IN 
. A TREF ? ■ V 


BF CAUSE 




■ HUH? 




AOTSaTiSitfiMT 



f CASS toy 

(fAeetwu}. Cartels 

fc«»/ CLk. 

_ Mom «W DAO 


AND ALL yOUft FRIENDS 
AND RELATIVES 
l . TO SEND 

k you 


* ■Bad&es ,w 4 mB| 3 Bb 
* 'Balloons 

it GAMES -OONS ^ 

* GADGETS 

s> 4 . * collation - . 

Sort's lots of f*n / 


AU> youR OWN ! 

fuyinti CAROS, wirtf fOlORFUt'HOPPr 
WESTERN S*MSfliS. 

A Wpy/SAODlE CANASTA TRAy. 
A trA/A£ TRArS LOTS OF FUN. 


'Pin the tail 

ON TOPPER' 

TAivry gamea 


SWElL 
TRADING 
CAROS 
Too ' 


SUZZA-CARDOZO 


PACIFIC PIAYIN& CARO CO. 

LOS ANGELES 1$ CALIFORNIA 


H-O u Lywoo o 

toy T«€M AT youR STATIONERY 
OR DEPARTMENT store 


SURP8' se 




COWBOY 

CARBINE 


NO. 311 -DAISY BB GUN ’N’ SCOPE 
TARGET OUTFIT Complete 


U W NO. 325 
-WAY TARGET OUTFIT 

with CONVERTIBLE 

irni'r r lfr n PUMP GUN 

11099 5 


laSlnlBB 
or SAFE, r 
Jumbo Co 


Get and Shoot 

DAISY PUMP GUN 

King of All Air Rifles 


HINGING 


Your CHRISTMAS Daisy 




*-1 


Here b the finest Daisy any boy can own! laxtremely ac- 
curate for real target shooting. A 50-shot force-feed 
repealer; take-down model. Pump (pull) slide toward 
stock to cock! all metal parts gun-blue with beautiful 
"gold" — engraved huntbr-dog-gamk Rcene on jacket. 
Walnut finish stock. Be the happiest boy in town— own 
a Daisy Pump! Ask Dad to get yours for Christmas— or 


Announcing 
the NEW DAISY 

GIANT POUCH 


of Bulls Eye Shot 


BBs 


DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY, DEPT. 1221, PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U. S. A. 



